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to her beauty of line there went a richness of col-
our which made our dull parish a notable place.
She was of wood, painted white* Her masts were
of pine, veined with amber. Her white hull, with
the drenchings of the seas, had become shot with
ultramarine shadows, as though tinctured with the
virtue of the ocean. The verdigris of her sheath-
ing was vivid as green light; and the languid dock
water, the colour of jade, glinting round her hull,
was lambent with hues not its own. You could
believe there was a soft radiation from the ship's
sides which fired the water about her, but faded
when far from her sides, a delicate and faery light
which soon expired.

Such are our distinguished visitors at Dockland,
though now they come to us with less frequency.
If the skipper of the Oberon could now look down
the dock road from the corner by North Street,
what he would look for first would be, not, I am
sure, what compelled the electric trams, but for
the entrance of the East Docks and its familiar
tangle of spars. He would not find it. The old
dock is there, but a lagoon asleep, and but few
vessels sleeping with it. The quays are vacant,
except for the discarded lumber of ships, sun-